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White House entourage had been able to leave. I think we would have stayed longer but for the necessity of getting back to Kineo to retrieve our trunks before the hotel closed.
We reached that sophisticated place looking like tramps, and I confess that a good bed was welcome after a fortnight of sleeping on pine boughs. On our second day there I ate some cold chicken for lunch and by evening was miserably ill with ptomaine poisoning. The hotel was in the throes of closing and I was told that the regular house doctor had gone. About all his young assistant could think of to do was to tell Altrude that he doubted if I would live. Naturally the girl was terrified, which simplified matters none. For three days I was too desperately sick to lift my head. Guests came in to express their sympathy. One of them, a Mr. Lippincott, of Philadelphia, I remember most kindly. "My child," he said, "I am older than you. It is impossible to get a doctor here, and I would feel responsible if I let this matter go on. Therefore I have gone to the general store, where they sell everything, and bought you these. They are put up by Wyeth, pharmacist, of Philadelphia. You can be sure of their preparations. I advise you to take these as directed until you are strong enough to get the boat to Boston/* Then he produced a tiny dark bottle filled with large brown pellets marked "Cholera Cure".
I swallowed the things and told Altrude to arrange for us to take the boat the following morning. By superhuman effort I made it, in the fullness of time reaching Washington. Having seen me home, Altrude Gordon went to New York to visit friends, leaving Dr. Grayson longing for someone to talk to about her, and I was the natural one. During the period of my convalescence he came to see me every day. He told me much of the happenings in Europe; of the possibilities of graver and graver complications as far as the United States was concerned; of the heartbreaking loneliness of the President since the loss of his wife. Two of the President's daughters, Mrs. Sayre and Mrs. McAdoo, had theii